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had been shot. Only one man was in favour of killing him,
the others protested, but the "friend" of my guide won his
way. . . .
Thus may be summed up briefly, one month, which meant
eight newspaper articles. What was I to write about this new
Russia, how circumvent the dreadful anti-climax ? I felt as
a woman might who, having dreamed reunion with a lover after
years of faithful separation, met him and he turned his back
upon her. I was heartbroken.
The articles that were written (because articles had to be
written) were full of disillusion and bitterness. Those same
articles the Daily Express was pleased to publish. I realized
how easy it was to get anti-Russian stuff accepted. When I
returned to Berlin my conscience smote me. I went to see a
friend in the Russian Embassy, and confessed to him what I
had done. I admitted I had acted pettily, femininely, unworth-
ily, but . . . and I laid my forehead on the edge of his work-
table and cried ! My confessor was quite at a loss to under-
stand the nature of this explosion ! How could he understand ?
He did not know, nobody in fact knew, the place that Russia
had occupied in my heart. No one knew the awful hurt of what
had happened.
After that I sought forgetfulness in a low haunt among
people who, like myself, having miseries to obliterate, took
cocaine. Nothing was easier in Berlin. Cocaine was compara-
tively cheap and easily obtainable. It stimulated the action
of the heart, and gave one the courage which is indifference.
But instead of inhaling it I emptied a packet into my cup of
coffee. It was the end of the night, the caf6 was emptying,
and I, with thumping heart, discoloured face and staring
eyes, talked to an emigr6 prince who belonged to the Tzigane
troupe.
He had changed from his gipsy clothes into an English
smoking suit, and with the air of a grand duke led me out into
the sunlight of a new day. What I said to him I shall never
know, but I remember that'he looked at me strangely and
asked, " Madame, what has made you so nervous this night ? "
and he watched me curiously when I walked away with my

